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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Lia-who is eventually gonna pay the rehab bill for all these damn crackbunnies. ;) 


The crack in the curtains showed the explosion of the sunset, bathing the room in a study of gold and orange 
and shades in between, changing the dingy room into something both breathless and timeless. He leaned against 


the closed door, thinking of the hours spent before, the beauty of what surrounded him lost in his thoughts 
as he replayed what had transpired. 


He had done his best. He had given everything he had until he thought his body would combust from the heat 
and the pounding and the sweat. And it had felt good. In fact, it had felt better than good. Now, he would wait. 
Wait for the ring of the phone and the question to which he already knew his answer. 


If he was good enough. 


If he fit. 


If he belonged. 
Shower. Then a call to room service. Then... 


He was kidding no one, least of all himself. He wouldn't be able to do anything until he heard. He did think he 
could manage the shower as long as he left the door open to hear the phone. Raising his arm, he sniffed 
himself and grimaced. A shower was definitely needed. Picking up his bag, he set it on the bed, unzipping the 
top and pulling out clean clothes and his toiletry bag. The rays of the fading sun burned a bar of fire onto his 
hand, for the first time his eyes seeing the gift that had been offered. He was drawn to the window, no more 
able to ignore the loss of day into night than he could have said no to the question he so hoped they would 
ask. 


He had to shake himself, force his legs to carry him from the window as long as any part of the sun still 


clung to the day. 
Shower. 


Clean, the sweat of hard work sluiced from his skin to run in a circle of water down the open drain, carrying 
with it small parts of him. How many showers would it take for all of his skin to be gone? And if you scrubbed 
harder, would it speed the process? And... 


His head jerked up at the shrill call of the telephone. Hands suddenly clammy, his breath a bit faster, he ran to 


answer. Crossing his fingers as if he were a child again, he picked up the phone. 


He barely heard the conversation, a blur of white noise that rattled his brain And then it was there. And the 


question was asked. 
He agreed before the echo died over the wires. 
Now he had reason to hurry. Hastily scribbled, an address of where he needed to go. 


One hour. One hour and his new destiny would begin 


It didn’t look like anything special. A bit rundown, paint flaking like sunburned skin under the yellow light of the 
street lamp. The door was unlocked, welcoming him inside, footsteps echoing as he made his way through the 
barren room toward a door. Even as he reached out to knock there was a soft click and it swung inward, the 
lock released by an unseen hand. He felt a moment of reluctance, a hint of worry at what awaited him on the 
other side. He thrust it away, pushing the door wider and peering down a circular flight of steps. Small sconces 
on the walls offered enough light to be sure of his step, keeping the shadows at bay yet allowing them to 


hover just out of reach, waiting for a misplaced footfall to drop him into their greedy claws. 


Taking a deep breath, he began to descend. 


He thought it would be a level or so but as the steps continued down he thought it would never end. He could 
no longer see the door through which he had entered, nor could he see the end of the stairs that took him 
further and further into a pit that he hoped held the next part of his life, his hopes, his dreams. 


He tried to count but found himself becoming confused and starting over again and again After so many times 
he gave up and just walked, careful to place his foot in the center of the step and glancing down only every 
few paces as vertigo gripped him, forcing him to close his eyes for a few moments to stop the pitch and yaw 
of the once firm metal under his feet. A smell rose around him; somewhat unpleasant, but at the same time 


making him take deeper breaths to inhale more, the scent intriguing in its dark, earthy vapors. 


Light grew, odd in color, unflickering and rising through the center hole in the stairs, sending him a little faster 
as he anticipated the end of the descent. His hand was beginning to ache from the grip he had on the rail, 
using it as much for grounding as for balance. A final curve and suddenly he was at the bottom, his boots 
clicking loudly on the stone floor, the sound bounced back from the high rock walls of the chamber. Licking his 
lips, he felt a curl of nerves at the base of his spine. 


He took a moment to look around, in awe of the rock that formed the cave, layered stalactites and stalagmites 
here and there, the makeup an odd color of off white ranging to greens and gold, the quiet sound of dripping 
water around him. A single exit from the room led down a long black hall, dim light coming from what seemed 
to be the rock itself beckoning him forward. He didn't seem to have control, his feet moving on their own and 


pulling him toward the abyss, his heart pounding so hard he could hear the rush of blood in his ears. 


Reluctantly he let it lead him, surprised to find he could see the path he was taking even with the lowest of 
light, his breathing sounding harsh and fast in the enclosed tunnel. He tried to get a closer look at the rock but 
found it had an odd smell, unpleasant to the point that his stomach gave a slight heave when he got just a bit 
too close. He began to hurry, feeling as if the walls were tightening around him, his pace picking up until he 
was trotting, long legs stretching out as he sought the end, the rock drawing in around him, enfolding him in 
blackness like the walls of a coffin, like a grave, burying him alive forever and... 


He burst into another chamber, this one well lit and filled with clean air. Doubling over, he rested his hands on 
his knees and took slow, calming breaths, his eyes closed, trying to still his racing heart before it broke 
through his ribs. He pushed himself upright, wiping the sweat from his forehead as he looked around. 


Another cave, similar to the first but much larger with several chambers behind bars of rock. They were 
heavily shadowed, not allowing him to see what lay within them, vague shapes and outlines that didn't make 
sense to his mind. The curl of dread crawled upwards, his body trembling slightly in awe and more than a little 
anticipation. Turning slowly, he looked behind him, his breath slamming out of him when he saw what awaited 


him. 


Fear. He had always thought he knew what fear was. But this, this thing that drew his balls up tight to his 
body, that made his insides feel as if they turned to liquid was something far more than he had ever dreamed. 


Not only fear but something almost animalistic that brought an urge to rut, to growl and mark his place, to 
thump his chest in defiance of this other thing that made his heart hammer violently inside him. His vision 
changed, somehow everything shifting around him, focusing on a single point while the edges blurred and ran 


Together, his hands damp with sweat as they curled into fists at his sides. 


He was drawn to a place, boots shuffling over the smooth rock to carry him closer even as the trembling 
increased, his chest banded by iron, forcing his breath from between teeth he could not seem to unclench. If 
he did, they would be chattering so great was his terror. It wasn't enough to stop him; if anything it forced 
him on until he stood in front of an apparition that was the embodiment of his darkest dread... 


And held within it his deepest desire. 


It seemed only right to drop to one knee, head bowed in supplication before it. He dared not look in its eyes; he 
was not worthy of seeing what lay in the depths, what dwelled in its soul. 


Did it have a soul? 
Did he have a soul? 


As if pulled by invisible hands his head lifted slowly, taking in the creature before him with a gaze that was 
part worship and part trepidation. Boots, black as the darkest part of the night, black leather encasing legs that 
seemed to stretch forever. The shirt, black and slick, the satin a whisper of sound as he shifted, the lace of 
the cuffs hanging down over pale hands to end above long, slender fingers, one hand curled lightly around the 
ebony wood of the throne upon which he sat, the other resting on the silver head of a cane, dark wood the 
same as the throne. The shirt open to expose a pale chest, so pale the skin seemed translucent in the light, 
the cheeks hollow in the corpse like face, eyes deep and rimmed in smudged kohl that brought out the startling 
ice blue of the eyes. Hair as black as a raven's wing, lips flushed with a hint of color and curved in a small 


amused smirk as he studied the man before him. 


At his feet sat another. White leather and blood red satin with lace at his throat and wrists. Hair falling in 
darkish blonde strands over his shoulder, blue eyes of a different kind intense with hunger as he perused the 
kneeling man, his shoulder leaned into one of the long, black clad legs. He licked his lips and leaned forward, 
cringing back at a slight movement from the other. 


Behind the throne were the others. To the left, brown leather moulding his body with a hint of gold showing at 
his wrists, curly hair hanging down onto strong shoulders as sated looking blue grey eyes wandered over the 
newcomers body. The open front of his shirt showed the colorful tattoos that marked his skin, done to 
commemorate various moments in his life with the meanings known only to the ones that shared that life with 
him. His ink told a story, and if you were close enough for him to tell you the tale it was one you took to your 


grave. 


The other was massive, taller still than the one to the left. Black leather fitted to his legs, his shirt a midnight 
blue silk that was slashed to reveal his chest. Brooding, pouty, a face of a pretty boy with the mind of a man 


and the body of a giant, he raised a hand and ran his nails over his exposed chest, leaving thin lines of red 
before lifting them to his mouth and lapping the blood. 


They were waiting for him. 
They were incomplete, with a place for one more. 
And he was the one. 


He never saw them move, but he knew they had to for suddenly they were beside him. They took his arms 
and lifted him to his feet as if he weighed no more than a feather, carrying him away from the throne. He 
had no sense of moving, feeling nothing beneath his feet or disturbance in the air until he found himself laying 
on a slab that was cool against his skin, slightly rough and rubbing against him in a way that made his body 
want to arch against it like a lazy cat. He tried to move, finding his wrists and ankles held by something even 
though he felt nothing around them, the air suddenly heating and feeling charged with an energy that sank into 
his bones. The smell had changed, no longer the clean of fresh air but again the smell of earth and that faint 
unpleasantness filling his nose as he breathed deeply. 


His head was starting to swim, his mind feeling strange touches, his body aching as if hands were stroking his 
skin Some made him arch, some made him cringe, whimpers of pleasure and pain mingling and merging into a 

single sound. Razors dragged over his flesh, tearing away his clothing, a sweet flash of ecstasy followed by a 

burn, his head lolling back and forth as he panted, his hips rising to thrust his hard cock in the air. 


He was terrified, filled with horror and dread by what was happening to him. 
He was in rapture, filled with euphoria and delight by what he was feeling. 
He was in the highest state of lust and desire, and the lowest place of depravity and perversion. 


He managed to open his eyes, lifting his head in time to see the two who had flanked him lowering their heads 
to his chest, mouths open to cover his nipples. He moaned; the one who had sat at the foot of the throne 
smiled and opened his mouth over his cock, exposing gleaming white fangs, his tongue snaking out to lick over 
them just before he dropped his head and sucked his cock deep. 


His body rose up, his mouth opening in a silent scream as pain filled his soul, quickly replaced by a pleasure 
unlike any he had ever felt, his mind exploding into a blackness that burned through his body in a wave. His 
eyes rolled up to see ice blue eyes staring down at him, a pale wrist exposed as he drew a nail over the skin, 
the cut opening to drip blood into his wide flung mouth. The bitter, metallic taste coated his tongue and ran 


into his throat, forcing him to swallow, the flow heavier as the wrist came down to press against his lips. 


Hungry and eager he sucked, his body bucking and arching into the mouths that consumed him until his eyes 
rolled back in his head, everything fading around him. A violent lurch and he felt himself come, the blood 
gurgling in his mouth as he jerked and shuddered, pain ripping through him as his mind faded, the black 


consuming him, encompassing him in a void that drew him in, falling and falling and falling into nothing into... 


ww Ew 

He opened his eyes, looking around at the walls of the cavern. The light seemed brighter, the rocks standing 
out sharply, everything as if seen for the first time. He sat up and swung his legs over the side of the slab, 
feeling each muscle ripple and move, a grace to the movement he had never felt before. He stood, looking down 
at himself; black leather pants and a dark green satin shirt, lace at the cuffs, the front open to expose the 
pale skin. 

He felt good. 

He felt alive. 


He ran his tongue over his teeth, feeling the slight sharpness, hissing when they nicked his tongue. The taste 


of blood inflamed him, making him hunger for more. He needed to hunt. He needed to eat. He needed... 

He moved toward the open cave, back to the place where he had kneeled so long ago. 

Or had it only been yesterday? 

Or did yesterday even exist? 

They were there, waiting. And as he walked to them to kneel in that same spot, this time he held his head 
high. He dropped to a knee, reaching out and curving his hand around the cane and lifting the end toward him. 
Extending his tongue, he kept his eyes locked with the ice blue that watched hin, licking slowly up the stick, 
tasting the wood and the sweat and the memories held within the shaft until he reached the top, long fingers 
moving aside to allow him to curl his tongue around and suck the silver into his mouth. 

The pumpkin was warm on his tongue. 

Releasing it, he waited until that pale hand touched his cheek and then he shifted to take his place at his feet. 
The were whole. 


They were complete. 


Happy happy Helloween. 


